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He tapped the silver with his finger-nail and she replied
suddenly: "What is real? The silver? Why, of course."

She had not been listening, and he was about to explain
to her that it was she, she herself, who had emerged from
a visionary into a real existence, when he found that
explanation was useless and foolish. "What were you
thinking of?" he asked.

"I was wondering what you would do all day," she
answered. "You could sit in some sheltered place in the
sun, and we might walk together a little if you feel strong
enough."

How could he tell her with what delight her use of the
word "we" had pierced him? It was recognition of a unity
on which his courage and hope depended. One by one,
during the last four years, his ambitions and faiths had
been taken from him. Some he had outgrown; some that
were substantial once had been made wraiths by his
suffering; many had been broken by death. Even the
passion that had swept him into war was spent. Loyalty
stood, but it was an endurance now, not an exaltation;
and when he thought of his country, his Prussia, and of
its struggle against a world in arms, he felt that he was
watching the last act of a tragedy in which he himself had
perished long ago. She only remained, a vital epitome
transcending loss, an immortality beyond all the deaths
within him. He could not tell her this, but he took her
hand saying: "Yes, we will walk together, Julie," and she
looked at him, surprised, almost frightened that he should
be so deeply moved by so light a promise.